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It was a magnificent building, a monument to
"Great Yu," who tamed the waters and fixed the
course of the Yellow River. Buried in a vault be-
neath the main altar were supposed to be the instru-
ments with which he planned this gigantic task, the
celebrated "Labours of Yu," which "opened up the
nine provinces, cleared the nine roads, embanked
the nine marshes, levelled the nine mountains," If
others after him had followed Yu's plan, and con-
tinually dredged a channel for the silt-laden waters
(instead of trying to build ever higher and higher
banks to contain them), the Yellow River might never
have become China's Sorrow.
Now, as we stood before the entrance to Yu's
temple, we noticed a small open gateway on the river-
side. It led to a cliff-path and was guarded by a single
soldier. He gazed at us curiously, but did not seem
hostile.
"What do you think?" I asked Miao. "For five
dollars he might let us through." My friend con-
sidered.
"Too risky," he announced finally. "You are a
foreigner, and there is a civil war. I think we must get
an official pass."
Our scruples were to cost us three days in Yu Men
K'ou.
We found a young lieutenant in charge of the
garrison, and approached him. with great formality.
His manners were impeccable; but he informed us
with regret that he had strict orders to let no one
cross the river. All who arrived from the Shensi side
were immediately arrested, he said; and showed us
a group of unfortunates, with their hands bound be-
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